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Next time he was more diplomatic. Standing
quietly for a while beside a good-tempered-looking
man, who was evidently an out-of-work cab-driver, he
yawned two or three times, and said at last: " How
long shall we have to wait, do you think ? "

" Depends on cable/' said the cab-driver. " Got a
bit on ? "

" Well, no ; I haven't exactly got anything on/' said
Mr. Clarkson, uneasily; u but may I ask what cable
you mean ? "

c< Don't be silly/' said the cabman, and spat between
his feet.

" Cheer up, long-face! " said another man, who had
been listening. " He only means the cable from the
States. Perhaps you've never heard of the White
Man's Hope ? "

Light at last broke upon Mr. Clarkson. " Of
course," he said, " it's Independence Day I I've seen
the American flag flying from several buildings. It has
always appeared a most remarkable thing to me that we
English people should thus ungrudgingly accept the cele-
bration of our most disastrous national defeat. Such
entire disappearance of racial animosity is, indeed, full
of future promise. I suppose, if you liked, you might
without exaggeration call it the White Man's Hope ? "

" Stow it/' said the cabman,

" No doubt the day is being marked in the United
States by some special event/1 Mr. Clarkson continued,
" and you are waiting for the account ? "

No one answered. An American was reading
aloud from a newspaper : " If the Imperturbable Colos-
sus gets knocked out, a general assault upon all negroes
throughout the States may be expected to ensue. The
wail that goes up from Reno will be re-echoed from